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F a te, (hew thy force, our felues we do not owe, 

What is decreed, muft be: and be this fo. 

finis , Atttufrimtu. 


TheIfe SsQght, or, What you will , 


aAlhs Secundus, Secena prim a. 


Enter Antonio & Scbaftian. 

Ant. Will you ftay no longer: nor vvill you not that 
I go with you. 

Seb. By your patience, no: my ftarres fhine darkely 
ouerme;the malignancieof my fate, might perhaps di- 
ftemper yours; therefore I fhall craueofyouyour lcaue, 
that I may beare my euils alone. It were a bad recom- 
pence for yourlouc, to lay any ofthemonyou. 

-Ah.L ot me yet know of you, whither you are bound. 

Seb . Nofoothfir: my determinate voyage ismeerc 
extrauagancic.But I perceiuc in you fo excellent a touch 
of modcfiie, that you will not extort from me, what 1 am 
willing to keepe in : therefore it charges me in manners, 
the rather to expreflemy felfc .* you muft knowofmee 
then Antonio , my name is Scbaftian (which I call’d Rodo- 
rigo) my father was that Scbaftian of CMcffaline, whom I 
know you hauc heard of. He left behinde him, my felfe, 
and a fifter, both borne in an houre : if the Heanens had 
beenepleas’d,would we lnd foended. But you fir, al¬ 
ter’d that, for fnme houre before you cooke me from the 
breach of the tea, was my filter drown'd. 

A^t. Alas the day. 

Seb . A Lady fir, though iqwasfaid fhee much refcm- 
bied me,was yet of many accounted beautifuhbut thogh 
I could not with fuch cftimable wonderiouer-farrc bc- 
leeuethat, yet thusfarrel will boldly pubMh her, fbee 
boreaniinde that enuy could noc but call faire : Sheeis 
drown’d already fir with fait water, though I feeme to 
drowne her remembrance agamc with more. 

Ant. Pardon me fir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb, O good Antonio,foxoy\xz me your trouble 

Ant . If you will not murther me for my louc, let mcc 
be your feruant. 

Seb . ifyou will not vndo what you hauc done, that is 
killhimjwhom youhaue rccoucr’d, defire it noc. Fare 
ye well at once, my bofome is full of kindnefle, and! 
am yet fo nccrc the manners of my mother,tha t v pon the 
leaft occafion more, mine eyes will tell tales of me: I am 
bound to the Count Orfino’s Court,farewell. Exit 

Ant. The gentleneflc of all the gods go with thee: 

I haue many enemies in Orfino’s Court, 

Eife would I very (hortly fee thee there: 

But come what may, I do adore thee fo. 

That danger fhall feeme fport, and I will go. Exit . 


Sc ana Secunda . 


Enter Viola and tJWaJuelio, at fetter all doores , 
Jkfal.W erenotyou eu’n now, with the Couateflc O- 
liuia? 

Vio. Eaen now fir, on a moderate pace, I baue fince a- 
riu’d but hither. 5 

Trial Shcreturnes this Ring to you (fir) you might 
hauc faued mee my paines, to haue taken it away your 
feltc.Shc adds moreouer,that you (houldput your Lord 


into a defperate aflurance,flie will noneofhim7A^ R 
thing more, that you be neucr fo bardie to come a? 
in his affaires, vnlefle it bee to report your Lord* rfi?" 1 ' 
ofthisrrcceiuc it fo. 8l£u ' 

V*o. She tooke the Ring of me, He none of it. 

Mol. Come fir, you peeuifhly threw it to her • 
her will is, it fbould be fo return’d: If it bee worth ft*"' 
ping for, there it lies, in your eye: if not, bee it his h° 
findesit. c " ai 

^ 0 , I left no Ring with her: what meancs this La T' 
Fortune forbid my out-fidc haue not charm’d her • 

She made good view of me, indeed fo much. 

That me thought her eyes had loft her tongue, 

For flie did fpeake in ttarts diftra<ftedly. 

She loues me furc, the cunning of her pafsion 
Inuites me in this churlifh meflenger: 

None of my Lords Ring ? Why he fent her none • 

I am the man, it it befo, astis, 

Poore Lady, (he were better loue a dre3me: 

Difguife, 1 fee thou art a wickednefle. 

Wherein the pregnant encmie does much. 

How eafie is it, for the proper talfe 
In womens waxen hearts to let their formes: 

Alas, O frailtie is thlcaule,not wee. 

For fuch as we arc made, if fuch we bee: 

H^w will this fadge? My mafler loues her deerely, 

And I (poore monller) fond almuch on him: 

And (he (miftaken) feemes to dote on me: 

Whar will become of this ? As I am man, 

My ftate is defperate for my maifters louc: 

As I am woman (now alas the day) 

What thriftlefle fighes fhall poore Oltuta breath? 

G time, thou muft vntanglc this, not I, 

It is too hard a knot for me t’vnty. 


Sccena c Tertia. 


Enter Sir Toby , and Sir Andrew, • 

To . Approach Sir Andrew : not to bee a beddeaftcr 
midnight, is to be vp betimes, and Deltculo fargere, thou 
know’ft. 

And. Naybymy troth I know not; but Iknow,to 
be vp lace, is to be vp late. 

To. A falfc conclufion: I hate it as an vnfill’d Cannc. 
To be vp after midnight, and to go to bed then is early: 
lothat togotobed after midnight, is to gocto bed be. 
times. Does not our liucs confift of the foure Ele¬ 
ments? 

And. Faith fo they fay, but I thinke it rather confifts 
©fearing and drinking. 

To . Th’arc a fchollcr; let vs therefore eate and drinke # 
Marian I fay, a ftoopc of wine. 

Enter Clowne. 

And, Heerc comes the foole yfaith. 

Clo . How now ray harts: Did you neucr fee the Pic¬ 
ture of we three? 

To. Welcome afle, now let’s haue a catch. 

And. By my troth the foole has an excellent bread. I 
had rather then forty (hillings I had fuch a legge* andlo 
fwcet a breach to fing,as the foole has. Infooth thou wall 
in very gracious fooling laft night, when thou fpok ft of 
PigrogromitM, of the Vaptins pafsing the Equinoftialof 
Queubtu: ’twas very good yfaith; I fent thee fixe pence 
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Twelfe Sl ight, or, JVhatyouVoilL 


i0i rlo IdTiTImpeficosthy gratiUlity: for Maluoliosxxzk 

W'up-ftocke My Lady has a white hand, and the 

‘ sn ° a n- are no bottle-ale houles. 

Esce ilcnt: Why this is the beft fooling, when 

^'y ^Corne on, there^s fixe pence for you. Let’s hauc 

ifrf Therc ’ 5 a teftrill ofme too: if one knight giue a 
’I. Would you haue a loue-fong, or a fong of good 


% A loue fong, a loue fong. 

V 1 I I care not for good life. 

jin* *>*• 


Clown e png 


s. 


0 Mifiris mine where are you ranting ? 

0 (lay and beare, your true loues coming, 

Jbat can (mg both high ana low. 

Trip no further frettitfweeting . ^ 

Journeys end m loners meeting. 

Entry wife mansfonne doth know, 

/n. Excellent good, ifaith. 

Jo. Good, good 

Cl 0 . What is loue, tu not beereafrer, 
prefect mrth , bath pretent laughter: 

What's to come, tsjitll vnfitre. • 

In delay there lies no f Untie , 

7 hen cof»e kjffc meJweet andtwentie: 

Totiths a ftujfe will not endure . 
j„ t A mellifluous voy ce, as 1 am true knight* 

To. A contagious breath. 

An. Very fweet, and contagious ifaith. 

To. To heare by thenofe,it is dulcet in contagion.- 
But (hall we make the Welkin dance indeed ? Shall wee 
r0 wzethenight-Owle in a Catch, that will drawe three 
foulcsout of one Weauer ? Shall we do that ? 
jnl And you loue me, let’s doo’t: I am dogge at a 

Catch. 

Clo. Byrlady fir, and fomedogs will catch well. 

Moftcortaine: Let our Catch be. Thou LCnaue. 
Clo. Held thy peace, thou Knauekri\g\\i* Iftiallbccon' 
drain’d in*c, to call thee knauc, Knight* 

Jn, Tis not thefirft time I hauc conftrained one to 
call meknaue. Begin foole: it begins, Hold thy peace. 

Clo. I fhall neuer begin if I hold my peace. 

An, Good ifaith : Come begin. Catch fung 

Enter CMarta. 

liar. What a catterwalling doe you keepe heere ? If 
lyLadic haue not call’d vp her Steward Maluolio , and 
lid him turne you out of doores, ncuc* truft me. 

7 \ My Lady’s a Catayan t we are politicians, 'Maluolios 
aPeg-a-ramfie, and Three merry men be wee. Am not I 
confanguinious? Am I not ofher blood : tilly vally. La- 
die, There dwelt a man in ^Babylon, Lady,Lady. 

Clo. Belhrew me, the knights in admirable fooling. 
An. I, he do's well enough if he be difpos’d, andfo 
do I too; he does it with a better grace, but I do it more 
natural!. 

To. O the twelfeday of December. 

Mar, For the louc o’God peace. 

Enter Maluolio. 

tMal, My matters are you mad? Or what are you? 
Hauc you no wit, manners, nor honeftie, but to gabble 
like Tinkers at this time of night? Doyeemakean Ale- 
houfe of my Ladies houfe, that ye fqueak out your Cozi¬ 
er* Catches without any mitigation or remorfe of voice? 
Is there no refpedt of place, perfons, nor time in you ? 


To. We did keepe time fir in our Catches. Snecke vp* 

MaL SirToby^ I muft be round with you. My Lady 
bad me tell you, that though (he harbors you as her kinf- 
man, fhe’s nothing ally’cf to yourdiforders. Ifyou can 
feparate your felfc and your mifdemeanors, you are wel- 
cometo the houfe: ifnot, and it would pleale you to take 
leaue ofher, (lie is very willing to bid you farewell. 

To . Farewell deerc heart, fince I muft needs be gone 

Mar . Nay good Sir Toby , 

Clo. His eyes do fhew his dayes are almoft done. 

Mai. Is’teuenfo? 

To. But I will neuer dye. 

Clo. Sir Toby there you lyc. 

Mai This is much credit to yom 

To. Shall l bid him go. 

Clo. What and ifyou do ? 

To. Shad I bid him go, andjpare not f 

Clo. O no,no,no,no, you dare not. 

To. Out o’tune fir, ye lyc : Art any more then a Stew- 
ard?Doft thou thinke becaufe thou arc vertuoiw^ there 
fhall be no more Cakes and Ale ? 

Clo. Yes by S* Anne, and Ginger (hall bee hotte y’ch 
mouth too. 

To. Th’arti’th right. Goe fir, rub your Chainc with 
crums. A ftopeofWine^ar**. 

OWal. Mifiris Mary, if you priz’d my Ladies fauour 
at any thing more then comempt, you would not giue 
mcanes for this vnciuill rule; lhe fliall know ofitby this 
hand. Exit 

Mar. Go fhakeyour cares. 

An, Twere as good a deede as to drink when a mans 
ahungrie, to challenge him the field, and then tobreakc 
prom ife with him, and msKe a foole of him. 

To. Doo’c knight, 1 le write thee a Challenge: or lie 
dcliuer thy indignation to him by word of mouth. 

Mar, Sweet Sir ToLy be patient for to night: Since 
the youth of the Counts was to day with my Lady, (he is 
much out of quiet. For Moniieur Malaolio,Iet me alone 
with him: If I do not gull him into an ay word, and make 
him a common recreation, do not thinke I haue witcc e- 
nough to lye ftraight in my bed : I know I can do it. 

Te. Poflefle vs, poffeffe vs, tell vs Something of him. 

Mar. Marriefir, fometimeshe isakinde ofPuritane. 

An. O, if I thought that, Ide beate him like a dogge. 

To . What for being a Furitah, thy exquifne reafon, 
decre knight. 

An. 1 baue no exquifitc rcafon for’t,but .1 haue reafon 
good enough. 

Mar. Thediu’llaPuritane thathceis, or anything 
conftantly but a time-pleafer, an affc<5tion’d Afle, that 
cons State without booke,and vtcers it by great fwarths. 
The beft perfwaded ofhimfelfe: fo cram’d(as he thinkes) 
with excellencies, that ic is his grounds of faith, that all 
that looke on him, loue him: and on that yice in him,will 
my reuengc finde notable cauie to worke. 

To. What wilt thou do? 

Mar. I will drop in his way fomeobfeure Epiftlei of 
louc, wherein by the colour of his beard, the fliape of his 
legge, the manner of his gate, the expreflure of his eye, 
forehead, and compledlion,he fhall finde h.imfelfe moft 
feelingly perfonated. I can write very like my Ladie 
your Neecc, on a forgotten matter wee can hardly make 
diftin&ionof our hands. 

To, Excellent, I fmell a deutcc. 

An, I hau’c inmynofe too. 

To, He fhall thinke by the Letters that thou wilt drop 
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